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As to the land itself, island or continent, it appeared
fertile, agreeable in its aspect, and varied in its pro-
ductions.
" This is satisfactory," observed Pencroft; " and in our
misfortune, we must thank Providence for it"
"God be praised!" responded Herbert, whose pious
heart was full of gratitude to the Author of all things.
Pencroft and Herbert examined for some time the
country on which they had been cast; but it was difficult
to guess after so hasty an inspection what the future had
in store for them.
They then returned, following the southern crest of the
granite platform, bordered by a long fringe of jagged
rocks, of the most whimsical shapes. Some hundreds of
birds lived there nestled in the holes of the stone*,
Herbert, jumping over the rocks, startled a whole flock of
these winged creatures.
" Oh!" cried he, " those are not gulls nor sea-mews!"
" What are they then ?" asked Pencroft
" Upon my word, one would say they were pigeons!"
f' Just so, but these are wild or rock pigeons. I recognize
them by the double band of black on the wing, by the
white tail, and by their slate-coloured plumage. But if
the rock-pigeon is good to eat, its eggs must be excellent,
and we will soon see how many they mav have left in
their nests I"